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E PEN T 


To the Right Honourable 


ALLENLord BATHURST. 


HO ſhall decide, when Doctors diſ- 
agree, | 
And ſoundeſt Caſuiſts doubt, Ho yoy 


and me ? 
You hold the word from Jovs to Monvs giv'n, 


That Man was made the ſtanding Jeſt of Heay' 8 
The Gold but ſent to keep the Fools in 1 1 


For half to heap, and half to throw away. 


(4) 

Bur I who think more highly of our Kind, 
(And ſurely Heav'n and I are of a mind) 
Opine, that Nature, as in duty bound, 
Deep hid the ſhining Miſchief under ground: 
But when, by Man's audacious Labour won, 
Flam'd forth this Rival to itsSire the Sun, 
Then, in plain proſe, were made two ſorts of Men, 
To ſquander ſome, and ſome to hide agen. 


L:xs Doctors thus, when much diſpute has paſt, 
We find our Tenets juſt the ſame at laſt : 
Both fairly owning-Riches in effect 
No Grace of Heav'n, or Token of th' Elect; 
Giv'nto the Fool, the Mad, the Vain, the Evil, 
To Ward, to Waters, Chartres, aud the Devil. 


Wuar 8 wants, commodious Gold beſtows, 
"Tis thus we eat the bread another ſows, 
But how unequal i it beſtows, obſerve, 
'Tis thus we riot, while who ſow it, ſtarve. 
What Nature wants (a praiſe I much diſtruſt) 
_ Extends to Luxury, extends to Luſt: - 
And if we count among the Needs of Life 
Another's Toil, why not another's Wife? £1734 
1 25 : Uſefuf 


(3 
Uſeful, we grant, it ſerves what life requires, 
Bur dreadful too, the dark Aſſaſſin hires: 
Trade it may help, Society extend; 
But lures the Pyrate, and corrupts the Friend: 


It riſes Armies in a nation's aid, 


But bribes a Senate, and the Land's betray'd, 


On! that ſuch Bulky bribes as all might ſes 
Still, as of old, encumber'd Villainy ! 
In vain may Heroes fight, and Patriots rave, 
If ſecret Gold ſaps on from knave to knave. 
Could France or Rome divert our brave deſigns, | 
With all their brandies, or with all their wines? 
What could they more then knights and ſquires con- 
Or water all the Quorum ten miles round? found, 
A ſtateſman's ſlumbers how this ſpeech would ſpoil, 
* Sir, Spain has ſent a thouſand jars of oyl; 
« Huge bales of Britiſh cloth blockade the door ; 
A hundred Oxen at your levee roar, 


Poor Avarice one torment more would find, 
Nor could Profuſion ſquander all, in kind. 
Aſtride his Cheeſe Sir Morgan might we meet, 
And Worldly crying Coals from ſtreet to ftrect. 
Whom wich a Wig fo wild, and mien ſo maz'd 
Pity miſtakes for ſome poor Tradeſman craz'd. 


diſcover d his Buſineſs there. 


(65) 


Had * Hawley's fortune lain in Hops and Hogs, 


Scarce Hawley's ſelf had ſent it to the dogs. 
His Grace will game : To White's a Bull be led, 
With ſpurning heels and with a butting head ; | 
To White's be carry'd, as to ancient Games, 

Fair Courſers, Vaſes and alluring Dames. 

Shall then Uxorio, if the ſtakes he ſweep ? 

Bear home fix Whores, and make his Lady weep? 


Or ſoft Adonis, ſo perfum'd and fine, 


Drive to St. James's a whole herd of Swine ? 
Oh filthy Check on all induftrious skill, 


To ſpoil the Nation's laſt great Trade, Quadrille | 


Once, we confeſs, f beneath the Patriots's cloak, 


From the crack'd bagg the dropping Guinea ſpoke, 
And gingling down the back-ſtairs, told the Crew, 
Old Cato is as great a Rogue as you.” 15 


Bleſt Paper - Credit! that advanc'd ſo high, 


Shall lend Corruption lighter Wings to fly! "AP 
0 


— — — — 
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* A Scotch Lord, abo loft his Fortune by Gaming, and 
afterwards married a Woman who keeps a Gaming Room 


at Bath. 


+ Sir Chriſtopher Muſgrave.] This is a true Story, 
auhich happen d in the Reign of King William, to an emi- 
nent unſuſpected old Patriot; 2vho comming out at the Back- 
door from having been cloſetted by the King, where he bad 
received a larg Bagg of Guineas, the Burfting of the Bag 


1 
Gold imp'd with this, may compaſs hardeſt things, 
May pocket States, or fetch or carry Kings; 
A ſingle Leaf may waft an Army o'er ; 


Or ſhip off Senates to ſome diſtant Shore ; 
A Leaf like Sybil's, ſcatter to and fro 


Our Fates and Fortunes, as the winds ſhall blow. 


Wax then, ſince with the world we ſtand or fall, 
Come take it as we find it, Gold and all. 


Wuar Riches give us, let us firſt enquire : 
Meat, fire, and cloaths; what more? Meat, cloaths, 
Is this too little? wou'd you more then live? [and fire. 


Alas *tis more than Turner finds they give. 
Alas "tis more than (all his Viſions paſt ) 


Unhappy Wharton waking found at laſt! 
What can they give? to dying f Hopkins' Heirs? 


To Chartres, Vigour ? * Japhet, Noſe and Ears ? e 
| | an 
T 4 Citizen «hoſe Rapacity obtain'd him the name of 
Vulture. He dyed worth three hundred thouſand Pounds, 
and left it io no Perſon living, but to the firſt Son that jhould 
1a be born of the firſt Daughter of his next Relation. Being 
told by his Lawyer, that it w.uld probably be thirty Tears 
before his Money could be inherited, and it muſt all that 
ma time lie at Intereſt, he anſwer'd, He liked it the better, and 
20M ſo died. | 
| * Japhet, Noſe and Ears.] Japhet Crook alias Sir Petey 
ory Stranger, was puniſh'd with the Loſs of theſe Parts, for 
mi- having forg'd a Conveyance of an Eſtate to himſelf, upon 
ack- which he took up ſevera] Thouſand Pounds. He was at the 
bad ſame time ſued in Chancery on ſuggeſtion cf having fraudu- 
Bag lenty obtain d a Will, by «which he poſſeſt another very con; - 
aeraby Eſtate in wrong of the Brother of the Deceass * 


Give Harpax ſelf the Bleſſing of a Friend; 


Of wretched Shy lock, ſpite of Shylock's Wife. 


Jo ſome indeed Heav'n grants the happier Fate 


(9) 

Can they in Gems bid pallid Hippia glow? 

In Fulvia's Buckle eaſe the Throbs below ? 

Or heal, old Narſes, thy obſcener ail, 

With all the Embrod'ry plaifter'd at thy Tail? 
They might, (were Harpax not too wiſe to ſpend ) 


Or find ſome Doctor, that wou'd ſave the Life 


But thouſands die, without or this, or that, 


Die, and endow a College, or a * Cat: 


T' enrich a Baſtard, or a Son they hate. 


— 


PERnAPs you think the Poor might have their part? 
Bond damns the Poor, and hates them from his heart: 
The grave Sir Gilbert holds it for a Rule, 

That every Man in want is Knave or Fool: 


God cannot love, (ſays Blunt, with lifted eyes) 


The Wretch he ſtarves“ and piouſly denies, 
But Rev'rend $* *n with a fofter Air, : 
Admits, and leaves them, Providence's Care : 


Yet 


* a famous Dutcheſs in ber laft Will left conſiderable 


Annuities and Legacies to her Cats. 
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Yer, to be juſt to theſe poor Men of Pelf, 


Each does but hate his Neighbour as himſelf : 


Damn'd to the Mines, an equal Fate betides 

The Slave that digg it, and the slave that hides. 
Who ſuffer thus, meer Charity ſhould own 

Muſt act on Reaſons pow'rful, tho? unknown; 

Some War, ſome Plague, ſome Famine they foreſee, 
Some Revelation, hid from you and me. 

Why Selkirk wants a Meal, the cauſe is found, 

He thinks a Loaf will riſe to fiſty Pound. 

What made Directors cheat in South-Sea Year ? 

To live on Ven'ſon when it ſold fo dear. * 


Ask you why Phryne the whole Auction buys? 


Phryne foreſees a general Exciſe, 
Why ſhe and Lesbia raiſe that monſtrous Sum? 


Alas! they fear a Man will coſt a Plum. * 


Wisx 4 Peter ſees the World's Reſpect for Gold, 


And therefore hopes this Nation may be ſold : 


Glorious Ambition ! Peter, ſwell thy Store, 


And be what Rome's great + —_ was before. 


Tag 


—__ _— 


[| 7 Scotch Peer, 


* [n the Extravagance and Luxury of the South- Sea 


Time, the Price of a Haunch of Veniſon vas from three to 


erben it was ſet to Sale 
Death 77 Pertinax. 
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ve Pounds. 


+ Sir Peter Waters, 
+ 4 Roman Lauyer ſo rich as to purchaſe the Empire, 
by the Pratorian Bands, on the 


- 


To juſt three Millions ſtinted modeſt Cage. 
But nobler Scenes Maria's Dreams unfold, 
Hereditary Realms, and Worlds of Gold. 


And one Fate buries in th- * Aſturian Mines. 


(10) 


Tux Crown of Poland venal twice an Age 


Congenial Souls ! whoſe Life one Av'rice joyns, 


8 Muc n- injur'd Blunt! why bears he Britain's Hate ? 
A Wizard told him in theſe Words our Fate. 
3 length Corruption, like a gen'ral Flood, 
« (So long by watchful Miniſters withſtood) 
« Shall deluge all; and Av'rice creeping on, 


« Spread like a low-born Miſt, and blot the Sun; 
c Stateſman and Patriot ply alike the Stocks, 


„ Peereſs and Butler ſhare alike the Box, 


© The Judge ſhall job, the Biſhop bite the Town, 
* And mighty Dukes pack Cards for Half a Crown. 


'« See Britain ſunk in Lucre's ſordid Charms, 


« And France reveng'd of Anne's and Edward's Arms. 
No poor Court-Badge, great Scriv'ner! fir'd thy Brain, 


No Lordly Luxury, no City Gain: 
But 


* Two Perſons of Diſtinction, each of whom in the Time 
of the Miſſiſſipi deſpiſed to realize above three hundred thou- 
ſana Pound; the Gentleman with a View to the Croton of 
Poland, the Lady on a Viſion of the lile Nature. They 
ſince retir d together into Spain, where they are fill in ſearch 
of Gold in the Mines of the Aſturias. | 


r 


. Tax 
But *twas thy righteous End, aſham'd to ſee 
Senates degen'rate, Patriots diſagree, 
And nobly wiſhing Party Rage to ceaſe, 
To buy both Sides, and give thy Country Peace. 


« ALL this is Madneſs, cries a ſober Sage, 

But who, my Friends, has Reaſon in his Rage? 

The ruling Paſſron, be it what it will, 

The ruling Paſſion conquers Reaſon till, 

Leſs mad the wildeſt Whimſy we can frame, 
Than een the Paſſion, if it has no Aim, 

For tho? ſuch Motives Polly you may call, 

The Folly's greater to have none at all. 


Hax then the Truth; Tis Heay'n each Paſſion ſends, 
And diff ' rent Men directs to diff rent Ends. 
« Extreams in Nature equal Good produce, * | 
« Extremes in Man concur to gen'ral Uſe. 
Ask we what makes one keep, and one beſtow ? 
That Pow'r who bids the Ocean ebb and flow ; 
Bids Seed-time, Harveſt, equal Courſe maintain, 
Thro' reconcil'd Extremes of Drought and Rain; 
Builds Life on Death ; on Change Duration founds, 


And gives th eternal Wheels to know their Rounds. 


- 


. Ricugs 


(a) 


Rrcues, like Inſects, when conceal'd they lie, 
Wait but for Wings, and in their Seaſon fly. 
Who ſees pale Mammon pine amidft his Store, 
Sees but a backward Steward for the Poor ; 

This Year a Reſervoir, to keep and ſpare, 

The next, a Fountain ſpouting thro? his Heir, 

In laviſh Streams to quench a Country's Thirſt, 
And Men and Dogs ſhall drink him till they burſt, 


Orp Corra ſham'd his Fortune, and his Birth, 
Yet was not Cor ra void of Wit or Worth: 
What tho' (the Uſe of barb'rous Spits forgot) 
His Kitchen vy'd in Coolneſs with his Grot ; 

His Court with Nettles, Moat with Creſſes ſtor'd, 
With Soups unbought, and Sallads bleſt his Board. 
If Cor rA liv'd on Pulſe, it was no more 

Than Bramins, Saints and Sages did before; 

To cram the Rich was prodigal Expence, 

And who would take the Poor from Providence? 
Like ſome lone Chartreuſe ſtands the good old Hall, 
Silence without, and Faſts within the Wall; 

No rafter'd Roofs with Dance and Tabor ſound, 
No Noontide-Bell invites the Country round ; 


Tenants 


. 
Tenants with Sighs the ſmoakleſs Tow'rs ſurvey, 
And turn th unwilling Steeds another way, 
Benighted Wanderers, the Foreſt o'er, 
Curſe the ſav d Candle, and unopening Door: 
While the gaunt Maſtiff, growling at the Gate, 
Aﬀrights the Beggar whom he longs to ear. | 


Nor fo his Son, he marked this Overſight, 
And then'miſtook Reverſe of Wrong for Right : 
For what to ſhun will no great Knowledge need, 
But what to follow is a Task indeed. 

What ſlaughter'd Hecatombs, what F loods of Wane, 


Fill the capacious Squire, and deep Divine! 
Yer no mean Motive this Profuſion draws, 
His Oxen pertſh in his Country's Cauſe. 


'Tis the dear Prince (Sir Joux) that crowns thy Cup, 
And Zeal for his great Houſe that eats thee up. 
The Woods recede around the naked Seat, 


The Sylvans groan —no matter —“ for the Fleet“ 
Next goes his Wool —© to cloath our valiant Bands, 
Laſt, for his Country's Love he ſells his Lands. 
Bankrupt, at Court in vain he pleads his Cauſe, 

His thankleſs Country leaves him to her Laws. 


Tu 


(14) 


Tux Senſe to value Riches, with the Art 
Te njoy them, and the Virtue to impart, 
Not meanly, nor ambitioufly purſu'd, 

Not ſunk by Sloth, nor raigd by Servitude ; 


To balance Fortune by a juſt Expence, 


Joyn with Oeconomy, Magnificence; 


With Splendor Charity, with Plenty Health; 


Oh teach us, Bar uuxsr yet unſpoil'd by Wealth! 


That Secret rare between the Extremes to move 


Of mad Good- nature, and of mean Self, love. 


To Want or Worth, well-weigh'd, be bounty giv'n, 


And eaſe, or emulate, the Care of Heav'n. 


Whoſe Meaſure full, o'erflows on human Race, | 


| Mends Fortune's Fault, and juſtifies her Grace. 


Wealth in the Groſs is Death, but Life diffus'd ; 


As Poiſon heals, in juſt Proportion us'd : 


In Heaps, like Ambergriſe, a Stink it lies, 
But well diſpers'd, is Incenſe to the Skies. 


Wuo ſtarves by Nobles, or with Nobles eats? 


The Wretch that truſts them, and the Rogue that cheats. 


Is there a Lord, who knows a chearful Noon 
Without a Fidler, Flatt' rer, or Buffoon ? 


Whoſe 


ids. 


The Man of Roſs, each liſping Babe replies, 


( 15) 
Whoſe Table, Wit, or modeſt, Merit ſhare, 
Un-elbow'd by a Gameſter, Pimp, or Play'r? 
Who copies Your's or Oxrord's better Part, 
To eaſe rhe oppreſs'd, and raiſe the ſinking Heart? 
Where-c'er he ſhines, oh Fortune gild the Scene, 
And Angels Guard himin the golden Mean! 
There Engliſh Bounty yet a while may ſtand, 
And Honour linger, e're it leaves the Land. 


Bur all our Praiſes why ſhould Lords engroſs ? 
Riſe honeſt Muſe ! and ſing the Man of Roſs: 


Pleas'd Vaga ecchoes thro' her Winding bounds, 
And rapid Severn hoarſe Applauſe reſounds. 


Who hung with Woods you Mountain's ſultry Brow ? 
From the dry Rock who bade the Waters flow ? 

Not to the Skies in uſcleſs Columns toſt, 

Or in proud Falls magnificently loſt, 

But clear and artleſs, pouring thro' the Plain 

Health to the Sick, and Solace to the Swain. 

Whoſe Cauſe-way parts the Vale with ſhady Rows ? 
Whoſe Seats the weary Traveller repoſe ? 


Who feeds yon Alms-houſe, neat, but void of State, 


Where Age and Want fits fmiling at the Gate? 
Who taught that heay'n directed Spire to riſe? 


Be holds 


( 16 ) 


Behold the Market-place with Poor o'er ſpread? 


The Man of Roſs divides the weekly Bread: 


Him portion'd Maids, apprentic'd Orphans bleſt, 
The Young who labour, and the Old who reſt. 

Is any ſick; the Man of Roſs relieves ; 

Preſcribes, attends, the Med'cine makes, and gives. 
Is there a Variance ? enter but his Door, 


Balk'd are the Courts, and Conteſt is no more. 
Diſpairivg Quacks with Curſes fled rhe Place, 


And vile Attornies, now an uſeleſs Race. 


= 15 * Thrice happy Man! enabled to purſue 


+ 
© What all ſo wiſh, but want the Pow'r to do: 


Oh ſay, what Sums that gen'rous Hand ſupply ? 


© What Mines to ſwell chat boundleſs Charity ? 
Of Debts and Taxes, Wife and Children clear, 
This Man poſſeſt — five hundred Pounds a Year, * 
Bluſh Grandeur, bluſh ! proud Courts withdraw your 
Blaze. 
Ye little Stars! hide your diminiſh'd Rays. 
| „ And 


—— 8 8 —_—_— 2 
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* This Perſon, aubo with no greater Eſtate, perform'd all 


_ theſe good Works, and auh ſe true Name was almoſt loſt (part- 


ly by having the Title of the Man of Roſs given him by avay 
of Eminence, and partly by being buried without any Inſcrip- 
tion) was called Hr. John Kyrle: He died in the Lear 
1724, aged near go, and lies luried in the Chancel of the 
Church of Roſs in Herefordſhire. 


427 


« Axp what? no Monument, Inſeription, Stone ? 

„ His Race, his Form, his Name almoſt unknown} 
Who builds a Church to God; and not to Fame, 
Will never mark the Marble with his Name. 

Go ſearch it there *, where to be born and die, 
Of Rich and Poor make all the Hiſtory : 
Enough that Virtue fill'd the Space between; 
Prov'd, by the Ends of Being, to have been. 
When Hopkins dies, a thouſand Lights attend 
The Wretch, who living fav'd a Candle”s End; 
Should'ring God's Altar a vile Image ſtands, 
Belies his Features, nay extends his Hands; 
That live- long Wig, which Gorgon's ſelf might owl: 
Eternal Buckle takes in Parian Stone. 
Behold ! what Bleſſings Wealth to Life can lend, 


hs And ſee, what Comfort it affords our End! 

= Is the worſt Inn's worſt Room, with Mat half hung; 
The Floors of Plaiſter, and the Walls of Dung, 

= On once a Flock-bed, but repair'd with Straw, 

all With Tape-ty'd Curtains, never meant to draw, 

5 | The George and Garter dangling from that Bed, 

- 4; Where tawdry Yellow ſtrove with dirty Red, 

— . 1 Great 


* * * „O— —— 


* The Pariſb-Regiſter. 


And well (he thought) advis'd him, Live like me. 


#7 18) 

Great Villers lie— alas! how chang'd from him, 
That Life of Pleaſure, and that Soul of Whim, 
Gallant and gay, in Cliveden's proud Alcove 

The Bow) r of wanton Sh***y and Love; 

Or juſt as gay, at Council, in a Ring 

Of mimick'd Stateſmen, and the merry King. 

No Wit to fatter, left of all his Store 

No Fool to laugh at, which he valu' d more. 
There, Victor of his Health, of Fortune, Friends, 


And Fame, this Lord of uſeleſs thouſands Ends! 


Hrs 4 Fate ſage Cutler could foreſee, 
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As well his Grace reply'd, Like you, Sir John? 
That I can do, when all I have is gone. 

Reſolve me Reaſon, which of theſe is worſe ? 

Want with a full, or with an empty Purſe ? 

Thy Life more wretched , Cutler, was confeſs'd; 


Ariſe, and tell me, why thy Death more bleſs'd ? 
Cutler ſaw Tenants break, and Houſes fall, 


For very Want; he could not build a Wall. 
His only Daughter in a Stranger's Pow'r, 


For very Want; he could not pay a Dow r, 


A few 


OF . — TM. 
A few grey Hairs his rewrend Temples crown'd, 
*T'was very Want that ſold them for two Pound. 
What &en deny'd a Cordial at his End, 

Baniſh'd the Doctor, and expell'd the Friend? | 
What but a Want, which you perhaps think mad, 
Yet Numbers feel the Want of what he had. \ 
Cutler and Brutus dying, both exclaim, | 

© Virtue! and Wealth! what are you but a Name? 


Say, for ſuch Worth are other Worlds prepar'd ? 
Or are they both, in this, their own Reward ? 

That knotty Point, my Lord, ſhall I diſcuſs, 
Or tell a Tale — a Tale — it * thus. 

Wukxk London s Calumn pointing « at t the Skies, 
Like a tall Bully, lifts the Head and lies : | 
There dwelt a Citizen of ſober Fame, 

A plain good Man, and Balaam was his Name. 
Religious, punctual, frugal, and fo fort 
His Word would paſs for more than he was worth, 
One ſolid Diſh his Week-day Meal affords, 
And added Pudding ſolemniz d the Lord's, h | 


— 


| . | 
* The — built in Aland of the e Lain ® -18 
don, with an Inſcription importing that (i tty to have been | 
burs'd <4 the Papiſts. | 


( 20 ) 
Conſtant at Church, and Change ; his Gains were ſure, 
His giving rare, ſave Farthings to the Poor, 


Tux Dev'l was piqu*d, ſuch Saintſhip to behold, 
And long'd to tempt him like good Job of old: 
But Satan now is wiſer than of yore, 
And tempts by making rich, not making poor. 


Rovs'o by the Prince of Air, the Whirlwinds ſweep 
The Surge, and plunge his Father in the Deep; | 
Then full againſt his Corniſh Lands they roar, 

And two rich Shipwrecks bleſs the lucky Shore. 


Sin BaLAAM now, he lies like other Folks, 
He takes his chirping Pint, he cracks his Jokes: 
« Live like your ſelf,” was ſoon my Lady's Word; 
And lo] two Puddings ſmok'd upon the Board. 
ASLEEP? and naked as an Indian lay, 
An honeſt Factor ſtole a Gem away: 
He pledg'd it to the Knight; the Knight had Wit, 
So kept the Di mond, and the Rogue was bit: 
Some Scruple roſe, but thus he eas'd his Thought, 


4 Pl now give Six-pence where I gave a Groat, 


« Where once I went to Church, I'll now go twice, 


2 And am ſo clear too, of all other Vice. 1 3 
Tux 
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Tux Temptor ſaw his Time; the Work he ply'd, 
Stocks and Subſcriptions pour on ev ry Side; 

And all the Dæmon makes his full Deſcent, 

In one abundant Show'r of Cent. per Cent. 

Sinks deep within him and poſſeſſes whole, 

Then dubs Director and ſecures his Soul. 


BE HO D Sir Balaam now a Man of Spirit, 
Aſcribes his Gettings to his Parts and Merit, 
What late he call'd a Bleſſing, now was Wit, 
And God's good Providence, a lucky Hit. 
Things change their Titles as our Manners turn, 
His Compting-houſe imploy'd the Sunday-morn ; 
Seldom at Church, ('twas ſuch a buſy Life) 

But duly ſent his Family and Wife. 

Theſe (fo the Dev'l ordain'd) one Chriſtmas-tide, 
My good old Lady catch'd a cold, and dy'd. 


A Nymen of Quality admires our Knight; 
He marries, bows at Court, and grows polite : 
Leaves the dull Cits, and Joins (to pleaſe the Fair) 
The well-bred Cuckolds in St. Fames's Air: 
Firit, for his Son a gay Commiſſion buys, | 
Who drinks, whores, fights, and in a Duel dies. 


is 5 pp (22) 
. Daughter flaunts a Viſcount's tawdry Wife, 
She hears a Coronet and P=——x for Life. 
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In Britain! J 'Senate he a Seat obtains, 

And' one more. Penſioner St. Stephen gains. 

My Lady falls to Play ; ſo bad her Chance, 
He! muſt repair it; takes a Bribe from France; 
The Houſe impeach him; Co * * by harangues, 
The Court forſakes him, and Sir Balaam hangs : 

Wife, Son, and Daughter, Satan! are thy Prize, 

And ſad Sir Balaam curſes God and dies. 
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Books, Plays, and Pamphlets, printed and ſold x. 
by George Faulkner, in Eſſex-ſtreet, oppolitet 4 
to the Bridge. EIT a — =» 


HE moſt Delightful Hiſtory of Don Quixote. Biſhop df 

London's Paſtoral Letter. An Abſtract of the Eſſay on 
Human 1 By Mr. LOCK. The Dunciad. An“ 
Heroick Poem. In three Books. By Mr. POPE. Ocean, An 
Ode By Mr. YOUNG. The Hind and the Panther. A Poem Þ 
By Mr. DRYDEN. The Paſtoral Amours of Daphnis and 
Chloe. A Novel. The Caſe of Impotency, &c. being the ge- 
nuine Proceedings in the Arches Court of Canterbary, between, 
the Honourable Catherine Elizabeth Weld, alias Aſtoa, and her 
Husvand Edward Weld, Eſq; of Lulworth-Caſtle, in Dorfet-' - += 
ſhire. Mendico Hymen; or, the Beggar's Match. In Latin and Tz 
Engliſh. A View of the Spaniſh Depredations, on the Engliſh Yo 
Trade and Navigation. Harlequin- Horace; or the Art of Mo- 
dern Poetiy. The Grand Queſtion debated; Whether Hamilron's* | 
Bawn ſhould be turn'd into a Barrack or a Malt Houſe. An Exa- 
mination of certain Abuſes, Cortuptions, and Enormities in che 
Cities of London and Dublin. Progreſs of Beauty, A Poem.” 
Pleaſures of Whoring, illuſtrated. Bœoticorum Liber: Or, a 
new Art of Poetiy. The Progreſs of Love in four Eclogyes. 
The preſent State of Learning, Religion and Infidelity in Great, 5 
Britain By the Reyd. Dr. Delany. Longford's Glyn, a tru > 1 = 
Iriſh Hiſtory, The Beggar's Opera, Fiiſt and Second: Part. 
By Mr, GAY. Duke and no Duke. A Comedy. By Mr. TATE.* _ #38 
Momus turn'd Fabuliſt An Opera. Woman's Revenge: Ora 
Match in Newgate. A Comedy. By Mr. C. BULLOCK.** Tie! - 8 
Tragedy of Sophonisba. By Mr. THOMPSON, Peiiander.* K 8 
Tragedy. Merope. A Tragedy, Eurydice, A Tragedy The- 
Tragedy of Tragedies : Oc, the Life and Death of Tom Thunb? = 8 
the Great. The Lover. A Comedy Caliſta, An Opera. S7es LY 
Courtly Nice: Or It cannot be. A Comedy, Love and Ambi- 
tion, A Tragedy. Damon and Phillida. A Paſtoral Opera. of 
The Cobler of Preſton. An Opera, The Devil to pay: Gr, 
the Wives Metamorphos'd. An Opera. The Wedding. An Opera. i 
The Contrivances. An Opera. Flora. An Opera. The Od L 
Debauchees. A Comedy, The Mo R Doctor: Or, the Dumb — 
Lady Cui'd, &c, | * 1 
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| Lately Publiſhed. 


” A CHILLES. An Opera. By the late Mr, Gay. 

F « The Firſt Satire of the Second Book of Hotace, imitated 
in a Dialogue between Alexander Pope, of Twickenham in Coda, 
Mid. Eſq; on one Part, and his Learned Council on the other. 
Of the Uſe of Riches. An Epiſtle to the Right Hon. Allen 
Lord Bathuiſt. By Mr. Pope. : 

The Qucſtion about Eating of Blood, ſtated and examin'd. 
In Anſwer to two Diſſertations in a Book intitled, Revelation 
examin'd with Candour. | 

Stowe, the Gardens of the Right Hon. Lord Viſcount Cobham. 
Addreſs'd to Mr, Pope. To which is added, Taſte, A Poem. 
By Mr. Pope. | | 

The Life and genuine Character of Dean Swift; written by 
himſelf, upon a Maxim in Rechefoucault. 

The Manof Taſte, Occaſion'd by an Epiſtle of Mr, Pope's on 
that Subject. With a curious Frontiſpiee and Tail piece. 

The Ancient Fhyſician's Legacy to his Country. Being what 
he has collected himſelf in forty nine Years Pract ce: Or, an Ac- 
count of the ſeveral Diſeaſes incident to Mankind, deticrib'd in 
ſo plain a Manner, that any Perion may know the Nature of {is 
own Diſeaſe. Together with the ſeveral Remedies tor each Di— 
ſtemper, faithfully ſet down. Deſign'd for the Uſe or plivate 
Families. By Thomas Dover, M. B. 


Juſt imported from London, and fold by the 
Printer herecf, Price 25. 2 d. 


The Hiſtory of England, as well Eccleſiaſtical as Civil, by 
way of Queſtion and Anſwer. Extracted from Mr. RAPIN 
THOYRAS, and the moſt eminent Hiſtorians, which gives a moſt 
particular and accurate Account of the Monaichy, the State, Go- 
vernment and Geography of Great-Biitain and Heland: Allo, 
the Wars and Revolutions thet have happen'd in theſe Kingdoms; 
with an Account of the Conqueſts and Governments of the Ro- 
mans, Saxons, Danes and Normins in England: Likewiſe, a 
particular Hiſtory of each King, from the fiiſt Eſtabliſhment in 
that Kingdom to his preſent Majeſty's Reign. To eveiy King's 
Reign, there is a moſt excellent Chrenological Table priefix'ds 
by which you may eaſily diſcern, what Popes, Empetors of tne 
Eaſt and Weſt, Kings of France, &c. have feign'd. It alſo gives 
an Account of the moſt eminent Mea that flourit'd in cach 
Reign: By what Means the Kingdom of Jrelaud c:72 ro be de- 
pendent on the Crown of England: What Wars happen'd in tre- 
land and Scotland. It is a Beok delerving a Piece in the beft 
Study; and yet is ſo ealy and ime igible, that it will Gel.gnt 
and improve the meancit Undceritanding to that Degtes, that 
even Childien may become excellent Hiſtorians, and give a goed 
Account of tas. Kingdoms, any ihe Gorgrnmyga there, 
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